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POEMS 

ANCORA 

Good God! They say you are risque! 

O canzonetti, 

We who went out into the four A. M. of the world, 

Composing our albas; 

We who shook off our dew with the rabbits; 

We who have seen even Artemis a-binding her sandals, 

Have we ever heard the like! O mountains of Hellas! 

Gather about me, O Muses! 

When we sat upon the granite brink in Helicon 

Clothed in the tattered sunlight, 

O Muses with delicate shins, 

O Muses with delectable knee-joints, 

When we splashed and were splashed with 

The lucid Castalian spray, 

Had we ever such an epithet 

Cast upon us! 

SURGIT FAMA 
Fragment from an unwritable ■play 

There is a truce among the gods, 
Kore is seen in the North 
Skirting the blue-gray sea 
In gilded and russet mantle. 

[S3] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The corn has again its mother and she, Leuconoe, 
That failed never women, 
Fails not the earth now. 

The tricksome Hermes is here; 

He moves behind me 

Eager to catch my words, 

Eager to spread them with rumor; 

To set upon them his change 

Crafty and subtle; 

To alter them to his purpose; 

But do thou speak true, even to the letter: 

"Once more in Delos, once more is the altar a-quiver. 

Once more is the chant heard. 

Once more are the never abandoned gardens 

Full of gossip and old tales." 



THE CHOICE 

It is true that you say the gods are more use to you 

than fairies, 
But for all that I have seen you on a high, white, noble 

horse, 
Like some strange queen in a story. 
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